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Retribution 

She was back there… reliving the whole ordeal again but this time it was somehow worse. The 

way the man… No! The monster. The way he took the knife, pressed it against her Papa’s neck 

and in one flick of the wrist his throat was slit almost as if it had just been paper. Blood sprayed 

everywhere. He’d clearly pierced an artery. The monster barely batted an eyelid as his first 

victim slumped to the floor. The man moved on to her father who was now standing rigid with 

shock as he tried to process the scene in front of him. Before her father could react, he too was 

plunging to the ground where he would die seconds later from the same injuries as his lover. 

Codi’s eyes shot open. She told herself that it had just been a dream. A nightmare. Yet that 

didn’t stop her from sitting up and looking around her room, thankful for the dawn of a new 

day. She took a guess at the time, trying not to let the nightmare overwhelm her thoughts. 

5.35am she settled for and finally, she glanced at the clock. It read 5.47am. Knowing that there 

was no way she’d fall back asleep, she got out of bed, catching a whiff of herself as she did.  

She recognised the pungent scent of her own perspiration and headed for the shower to wash 

the rancid smell away. After she finished washing, she allowed herself a few more minutes 

under the stream of cold water which rejuvenated her whole person. By 6.20am, Codi was in 

the kitchen, pouring boiling water into a mug. Today she’d chosen the mug with her favourite 

quote on it: 

“Have I gone mad?” 

“I’m afraid so, you’re entirely BONKERS. But I’ll tell you a secret… All the BEST people 

are”.  

 

Having made her coffee, she headed to her office that also acted as a library for the books she’d 

accumulated over the years. She decided to escape this world by continuing the book she was 

currently reading. However, as she picked it up, her phone suddenly burst into life, disrupting 

the silence that engulfed her home. Slipping her phone from the pocket of her jeans, she stole 

a glance at the offending object. Her seafoam green eyes feigned anger. She finally focused on 

the screen: “D-Day”. She laughed to herself contemptuously… as if she needed a reminder to 

remember the worst day of her life - the day her parents were ripped from her by the monster 

that still haunted her dreams. She had witnessed everything, unable to do anything, frozen in 

shock. She blinked rapidly to stop the tears. There was no time for tears. She had a busy day 

ahead of her…  

By 6.50am, Codi had driven the 15 miles between her home and her seventh victim’s house in 

her van. According to her notes, he would be returning from his morning walk any minute now. 

When he passed her van, she opened the door and moved behind him, pressing the wet cloth 

soaked in ether to his face. She held it there over his mouth and nose for several minutes as he 

struggled. Soon the effects of the inhalation drug came to life and her victim gave up his 

struggling. Shoving the rag into her pocket, she manhandles the man into the back of her van. 

She hops into the van and drives off, knowing that the drug would wear off in 45 minutes.  

Codi discerned from lip reading that her prisoner was yelling, “Why am I here?” repeatedly. 

The only reason she had gained the skill of lip reading was because she experienced severe loss 

of hearing after her parents’ death. The doctors said the temporary deafness was her body’s 
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psychosomatic way of coping with grief. She watched him struggle for a minute before he 

realised that he was strapped to the chair.  

He had no idea how long he had been there. For all he knew he could have been there days. 

However, the detective side of him told him that he had been there for hours. He knew from 

his 37 years in the police force that people in these situations usually lost any sense of time 

very quickly. The man was scrutinising a stain on his jeans when the heavy door scraped along 

the floor as it was pushed open and a young woman stepped inside. He guessed that there would 

be indentations on the concrete floor where the door had been opened.  

The prisoner studied the blonde-haired women for a few seconds before his gaze was drawn to 

a familiar mark on her neck. A birthmark? He knew this person but not as the adult stood before 

him but as a child he hadn’t forgotten. He was searching for the answer to who she was when 

it suddenly dawned on him. With this realisation, it answered an earlier question of his. 

“Alice Spencer?” he asked hesitantly. 

“How do you know that name?” she interrogated. “No one’s called me that in years”. 

The colour drained from her face as she appreciated the enormity of the situation. It was really 

him. She’d found him. 

“Six people, huh? You’ve killed six people… yet you haven’t even thought about what you’re 

going to do with him” she muttered to herself. 

A wave of confusion washed across the monster’s face… His nose scrunched up, his head tilted 

quizzically. 

“I was there”. 

The man’s nose scrunched up further, still puzzled.  

“You were where, Alice?” He questioned softly, “I don’t understand”.  

Codi was pacing back and forth in front of the man now. He hadn’t noticed it before, but he 

realised that she was holding a pistol. 

“I know what you did. I saw you kill my parents!” She snapped, pausing in place and twisting 

her head in his direction. 

“Prove it!” The man shouted furiously. “You aren’t well. I didn’t do anything” he said, 

returning to a calmer tone of voice. 

She had started muttering to herself and pacing again, “He must have done it. He must have! 

How else would he know that name? I’m not crazy. I’m not!”. 

“How about a deal?” He paused to grab her attention. “If you let me go right now, I promise I 

won’t tell anyone that you’ve killed six INNOCENT people”. 
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She stopped abruptly at the mention of six people, her face a picture of shock. How did he… 

What? she thought, utterly perplexed. She hadn’t told him that, had she? 

“Yes, you’ve killed six people. Two every year on the same day since 2015”. 

Codi weighed up her options. If she let him go, there was a chance he’d go straight to the police. 

If she killed him, then she’d probably get away with it. If she handed him in, then she’d be 

handing herself in too.  

Finally, she spoke, “How can I be sure that you won’t go to the police?”. 

This made the man laugh, “Please! You wouldn’t survive a minute in jail with your issues. I’m 

not that cruel. You’re obviously mentally ill and–“. 

The girl broke in angrily, “And who’s fault is that?”. 

The blonde seemed to be whispering to herself, but her gaze was locked on the man.  

“He’s right. We wouldn’t survive in prison. He knows it. I know it. We have to let him go. We 

have to!”. 

It seemed like an eternity before anything in the room moved. The girl was moving towards 

the man and she was pulling something from her pocket, having holstered her gun earlier. The 

man saw as she drew closer that it was a pocket knife. When Codi reached the man, she flicked 

open the blade. She could see the terror in the man’s eyes and proceeded to slice through the 

ropes which bound him to the chair, stepping aside once it was done. The man’s face flooded 

with relief and he briskly headed for the door. As he slipped out of the room, he spoke for one 

last time, “Please get help”. 

The evilness escaped her, “Stupid, stupid, stupid! You stupid girl! Why did you let him go?!”.  

Codi felt like the room was spinning and slumped to the floor. She hit her head hard, “Shut up! 

Get out. Get out of my head! I hate you!”.  

The gun went off seconds later. Pieces of skin, bone, and brain splattered against the floor and 

walls, the room now crimson red with blood. The girl slumped dead against the wall, all alone 

in the world but now at peace.  

 

 


